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upon their ruined sonnets and sonatas. One day I
shall call upon them in evening clothes because I fancy
they are not so bad as the lounge suits. But I do not
know; they may see enormities where I see nothing;
and so perhaps I had better keep the fate of their
masterpieces hidden from them. Possibly they whisper
to one another, when they see rne slouching in, look-
ing like a man who might buy his clothes through the
post: "He's one of those gentlemen who're a bit care-
less during the day. I shouldn't wonder," I hear them
adding wistfully, anxious to convince themselves, "if
he takes trouble at night."

They have their revenge, though, when they get me
inside one of their horrible cubicles, for a fitting. By
the time I have been inside one of those places ten
minutes I have not a shred of self-respect left. It is
worse than being at the barber's, and fully equal to
being at the dentist's. To stand like a dummy, to be
simply a shape of flesh and bone, is bad enough, but
what make it much worse are the mirrors and the
lighting. These mirrors go glimmering away into in-
finity. At each side is a greeny-gold tunnel. I do not
mind that, having only a slight distaste for tunnels
* and hardly any at all for infinity. But I do not like
all those images of myself. Wherever I look, I see a
man whose appearance does not please me. His head
seems rather too big for his body, his body rather too
big for his legs. In that merciless bright light, his face
looks fattish and somewhat sodden. There is some-
thing vaguely dirty about him. The clothes he is